CHAPTER XX
MY FINAX.  CHOICE
THE next morning I left Molf etta, and save for a visit of a few hours' duration which I made later, I returned to it no more.    In forty-eight hours I had passed from the peaceful scenes and  the  reminiscences  of  my  childhood into   the throbbing   activities   of  the   most  bloody  war  in human history.   It was while in the midst of these scenes and on my own native soil, that my supreme choice was made.
I was assigned the task of projecting the work of the "Y" at the Italian front, and by a series of strange circumstances I had the privilege of close contact with some of Italy's most eminent men, both in military and civil life, and was permitted to render to Italy, in the name of my adopted country, a distinct, even though a humble, service. At Mogliano, Veneto, not far from Venice, was then located the Headquarters of the famous Third Army. Under the command of the far-famed Duca d'Aosta, this army had accomplished a prodigious feat in checking the Austrian advance in the fall of
[315]ce. His words were profound and inspiring* He spoke of what the step really signified, of the soul and not the shell of citizenship* As he did so, he gave me a new vision of what America would mean to me, and of what I could mean to America, As I stood before him, my only regret was that the larger majority of my "naturalization class** did mot even understand the words he was uttering*
